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Into this earth, in a handful of which these
plants now vegetate, they put along with
her, on August 30, 1947, her memories of the interesting
and prominent personages whom she saw on the shores
of the Mediterranean and here in New York, and of
whom, or rather of having seen whom, she was so proud.

She was anything but a snob pluming herself on her
acquaintance. To only one woman friend in Budapest did
she write about such "events," and occasionally to her
family.

She was a born fan; a very modest fan; a tactful fan; a
fan who always kept in the background when everyone
else rushed forward. She respected and admired anyone
who was prominent in his own field, without ever trying
to obtrude herself in his presence. Such a thing would tale.
